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Belonging. 


Author's Notes: 
Hey lovelies, sorry for not posting much Maiden stuff recently, I've been having trouble writing them. l'll 
update Just Like a Highschool Romance soon, | promise. l'm already working on the next update. | hope you enjoy 


this, | really love how it turned out! 


Peace, love and Mustaine | 


Just another tour, just another show. Just another night and just another hotel room. 


Nothing memorable has happened this tour, something needs to change and fast otherwise Adrian's already 
shrinking interest in the band will completely disappear. 


Iron Maiden isn't becoming big enough to book any well paying gigs, it'll be at least another year before any of 
them will have any money to spare. 


Killers hasn't been doing as well as it should, publicity fucked up major on this one. In turn of course, no album 


sales, no fans. No fans, no one attending your shows. 


Pushing open the door to the hotel room, one shared with none other than Dave, Adrian immediately opens the 


curtains. 
Typical, raining sheets wherever they go. 
Doesn't matter if it's England or fucking Egypt it seems, everywhere they've toured so far has rained. 


There's a small balcony on the other side of the glass door, and despite it being freezing cold and pouring rain 


outside, a cigarette seems rather appealing at the moment to him. 


Closing the curtains, he turns to rummage through the pocket in his leather jacket that lay on the chair 
beside the window. Ade quickly finds what he's looking for. 


Camel unfiltered cigarettes. 


The first time he smoked one it hit him like a fucking train, but he quickly became accustomed to the harsh 


tobacco and grew rather fond of it 

Sliding the glass door open and closed in one movement, Adrian seats himself on the ledge of the balcony, 
He's wearing leather pants anyway, so there's no worry about getting his pants soaked 

Fumbling and failing to light the lighter three times, he finally gets it on the fourth. 


He takes that sweet, long awaited drag and lets the smoke linger in his lungs for several moments before 


slowly exhaling it through his nose. 

Somewhere in Nevada they are, a buttfuck random place but the view is spectacular. 

There's barely any light pollution, the stars are so bright and the moon is huge. 

Closing his eyes to listen to the rain, he tilts his head up towards the sky to feel the drops on his face. 

He loves little things like this, reminders of life and how truly beautiful nature is. 

He'll do things every now and then just to bring his awareness to his body. Whether its simply standing in the 
rain or walking outside on the grass barefoot. He'll smell books, records, guitar cases. Sometimes he'll even poke 


himself with sharp objects, stub out cigarettes on his arms, snap rubber bands on his wrists, just little things 


that bring his full attention to his body and specific parts of it. 


Bringing the cigarette up to his lips one final time, he stubs it out on the back of his left hand, wincing slightly 


at the burning sensation. He swings back around the ledge, hopping down back onto the ground. 


He shakes his head to get rid of the extra moisture in his shaggy blonde hair before sliding the door open and 
stepping back inside. 


"Bloody hell Adrian! You're gonna catch a nasty cold if you keep goin’ out there!" Dave looked startled as Adrian 
stepped inside, he didn't see him outside with the curtain blocking his view. 


"Even if | do, it'll be bloody worth it. The sky is fucking beautiful tonight." Dave just chuckled before crossing 
the room to get to the bathroom. 


Adrian quickly stripped out of his stage clothes and into some boxers, climbing into the double bed with extra 
pillows and blankets. 


By now the band knows that he loves lots of pillows and blankets, so whatever they don't use they give to him. 


He chose the bed closest to the window, but immediately realized he had left the curtain closed when he came 


back in. 
‘Oh well, he thought to himself. ‘At least | won't be distracted and might for once sleep well: 


He hasn't been having the best of sleeps lately, he just can't shake this feeling.. a feeling that something, 


rather someone, is out of place in the band. 
That someone he believes to be him. 


He has history with Dave, seeing as they grew up together, and they work bloody brilliant together on guitar, 
it's just that he feels he doesn't fit in with the rest of the band. 


Somethings just... off. 
Dave makes his way out of the bathroom, pausing and turning to the curtain, yanking it open. 
He gives Adrian a knowing smile, he really does understand him well. 


Dave settles in to his own bed, huffing something to himself and moving around a bit before becoming 


completely still 
Adrian knows he should talk to Dave about this, he just doesn't want to disturb his friend's sleep. 
‘Tuck it, who needs sleep anyways. We're rock n rollers not elderly citizens. 


"Dave," he spoke softly and quietly, testing the waters and making sure the other guitarist is awake. 


"Yeah mate?" 

"Do you think | actually belong here?" 

"Where do ya mean H?" 

"The band. | just don't feel like l'm.. | don't know. Something just doesn't click like it did back in Urchin." 

He heard Dave give a light scoff before responding. 

"Adrian, Urchin was something we had built from the ground up. It was our child, something we had dreamed 

of since we were fifteen This is something we joined, not built. It was already built. Of course there's going to 
be a disconnection. You can't keep comparing this to Urchin. Urchin is gone. You belong in the band as much as 


me, Paul, Steve and Clive. Don't be an idiot." 


"I know that Urchin is gone! You don't need to keep bloody reminding me of my failures!" Urchin was a touchy 


subject for Adrian, he had shed a lot of blood, sweat and mostly tears to keep the band alive after Dave left. 
“ey listen up. It was not your failure, it was the fact that | ‘ad stepped away. Its my fault Urchin crumbled 


not yours. You did a bloody brilliant job keeping ‘er together. Bands fall apart sometimes. Be thankful now that 


we're a part of something great" 
Adrian couldn't help but let out a choked sob. 
Urchin was supposed to be it for him. It was the thing he was most proud of. 


"| don't deserve to be ‘ere though. I'm a fuck up. | couldn't even keep my own band together." The tears were 


now flowing freely down the side of his face and onto the pillow, making a little wet spot on the surface of it. 


He heard Dave's covers rustle, and before he knew it Dave had lifted his. He felt the cold air greet his scantily 
clad body. 


"Scoot" He knew better than to argue with Dave, so he just groaned and moved over. 
"| thought we weren-" 

"Shut up." He felt a bony arm wrap itself around his waist and pull him closer. 

He settled into Dave, relishing his embrace. 


There had been a few times where things like this has happened, it becoming increasingly awkward for the 
both of them, as they were both extremely confused on their feelings for each other and where they stood 


with one another. 

Dave's hand found Adrian's, and he began drawing circles on the back of it to calm him down. 

Adrian's sobs quickly quieted, Dave helped a shitton, he did everything he could to calm the younger boy down. 
"Ade, you belong ‘ere. You'll see. Something great is coming, | can feel it. This is where we're meant to be. 
Maybe not forever, but definitely for the time being." Adrian gave a harsh nod, not wanting to risk his voice 
at the moment. 

Dave's stomach was nonstop fluttering, it had been ever since he first held his friend a few minutes ago. 
‘What the hell, Adrian | swear to god if you've fucking made me fall for you: 

Dave held his friend even tighter, burying his face in the crook of his neck. 

His friend tensed under him, not expecting that to happen. 

"Dave, what're you-" Adrian immediately stopped talking when he felt Dave's lips on his neck. 


He inhaled sharply as he felt Dave's tongue, followed by his lips, on the underside of his jaw. 


"Jesus, Dave. What are you doing?" Adrian knew exactly what he was doing, he was just unsure of his 


intentions. 


"Kissing your neck." Dave mumbled against his skin. He clearly wasn't going to get the answer he was looking 


for. 
Adrian turned over onto his other side, facing Dave. 
Dave let out a surprised breath as Adrian did this, he clearly wasn’t expecting such a quick or eager reaction 


Adrian's left hand found his way into Dave's hair, pulling the blonde in towards him, quickly closing the 


remaining distance between their lips. 


Dave immediately returned the kiss, snaking his right arm underneath Adrian‘s, pulling him to straddle his lap 
as he rolled onto his back in one swift movement. 


Both boys pulled away from the kiss, taking a moment just to look in each other's eyes and catch their breath. 
This was something new for the both of them, they'd never kissed another bloke until now. 


Dave's face began to flush when he felt an all too familiar pooling warmth in his groin, and its obvious that 


Adrian felt it as well, what with the devilish smirk he gave Dave. 

Adrian leaned back down, claiming Dave's lips with his own once more. 

As the kiss deepened, Adrian gave way to a small, involuntary bucking of his hips. 

Dave sharply inhaled, "Fuck, do that again, H" Adrian complied, forcing a small moan out of Dave. 


It wasn't long before both boys found themselves undressed, dripping with sweat and panting, both very 
confused but relieved at what had just happened. 


It was all starting to make sense. 


XXX 


Morning came very early for Adrian, who found himself in the arms of someone safe, someone strong, 


someone.. Dave? 

Then it all came back to him. Every kiss, caress, thrust, moan and word said last night. 

‘Jesus fucking Christ, | banged my best mate: 

He turned in Dave's arms, wincing at the sharp pain he felt, no doubt afflicted during last night's.. activities. 
Burying his head into Dave's chest, he placed gentle kisses all over it, waking his.. lover? up gently. 

Adrian felt Dave's chest vibrate as he let out a satisfied sigh. He planted a kiss on the top of Adrian's head. 
"Mornin: H" Dave spoke softly, a big, goofy grin was audible in his voice. 

"Mornin' Davey." Adrian looked up and saw Dave's smile, and couldn't help but smile himself. 


He leaned up just a little and planted a small kiss on the older man's mouth, ending the kiss way too soon, at 


least by Dave's standards. 


"We've got to get up and out love, gotta ‘it the road" Dave nodded, giving Adrian another quick peck on the lips 
before gently sliding his arm out from under Adrian and getting out of the bed. 


Adrian admired Dave for a moment before, rather reluctantly, climbing out of bed as well 

Both boys quickly dressed, collected their stuff and made their way out of the room. 

They met up with the rest of the band in the lobby, confused at their sudden outbursts of laughter. 
It quieted as they approached, Adrian had a sneaking suspicion it was to do with last night: 

"Ready ta roll?" Clive asked, clearly wanting to get on the bus and leave. 

Both boys nodded and followed the rest of the band out the door. 

They stood in front of the hotel, waiting for the bus to pull up. 

Dave began to yawn, Adrian catching the rather contagious yawn as well 


"Didn't get much sleep did ya? What with all the shaggin' goin’ on in there." Steve said as he turned to both 
boys, looking Adrian dead in the eyes. 


The rest of the band, including Steve, starting booming with laughter. 
Adrian went beet red, stumbling on his words for a moment. 
"Uh, what do ya mean?" Dave interjected. 


This time, it was Paul who spoke up. 


"Well don't play stupid now, we ‘eard you guys moaning and groaning each other's names." 
Luckily, the bus pulled up right as Paul said this, Adrian and Dave were on the bus as fast as possible. 


"| mean don't get me wrong it sounded fun an’ all, just keep it down next time so we all can get some sleep will 
ya?" Steve chuckled while saying this, taking a seat on one of the tables across from Clive and Paul. 


Adrian and Dave sat in the table right beside them, Adrian cuddling up on under Dave's arm. 
"Still feel like you don't belong?" Dave raised his eyebrows at Adrian 


"| definitely feel.. more like | have a place." 


Adrian gave Dave a smile and turned to look at the others. 


Clive and Steve were arguing whether or not Clive cheated in a poker match, Paul just sat back and chuckled. 


‘This is where | belong’ Adrian sank further into Dave's embrace, giving a contented sigh. 
Dave kissed the top of his head, the whole band letting out "awehs and oohs." 


"Adrian?" Dave asked, causing Adrian to tilt his head up to face his.. boyfriend? He wasn't sure what they 


were. 
"Yeah?" The older boy gave a wide smile before speaking. 

‘| love you." Adrian felt a furious blush spread on his face, a big smile cutting into his cheeks. 

| love you too Dave." 

Dave leaned down and gave Adrian a quick peck on the lips. 

"Oil Clive | fuckin’ saw that!" Adrian yelled as he saw Clive slip a card up the sleeve of his leather jacket. 
"Saw bloody what?" Clive pretended to look confused. 


"That card you slipped up your sleeve matel" 
Paul started shaking at his jacket in an effort to find the card. 


The volume inside the bus quickly increased as all the boys joined in an effort to rat Clive out. 

Adrian stood up and reached into Clive's right sleeve, pulling out a card. 

The ace of spades. 

"Gotcha, cheat." Adrian gave Clive a sly smile. 

"Argh ya did it mate!" Steve said as he wrapped his arm around Adrian's neck, forcing him into a headlock. 


Paul and Clive jumped out of their seats, Paul kidney tasering the poor boy and Clive rubbing his skull with his 
fist. 


Dave started booming with laughter, getting up from his seat and holding Adrian's hips to keep him still while 
the others tortured him. 


‘He definitely belongs ‘ere: 


